the names I used to conceal the identity of a real French
village and hotel in which I had stayed during the nine-
teen thirties. Twenty years later I revisited the place. It
was in one of the few areas of the Cote d'Azur to suffer
extensive damage during the allied landings of August
1944. I found that the hotel, which had been used by the
Germans as a headquarters, had been totally destroyed.
The pine trees and the red rocks were still there, but
they were no longer peaceful. Campers with motor
scooters and portable radios were everywhere. Most of
the old buildings had gone. Only one remained completely
undamaged and just as it is described in the book. It
was, inevitably, the ugliest; the police station.
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